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ADVERTISEMENT, 


A the Requeſt of ſome Friends, who 
I are great Admirers of Poetry, eſpe- 
cially ſuch as is written with Eaſe and Ele- 
gance in the North-Britiſh Dialect, the 
Editor undertook the Miſcellany here 
offer d to the Public. I ho ſeveral of the 
Pieces have appear'd in the Works of 
one of the molt eminent Northern Bards, 
yet as thoſe following cannot be deemed 
the leaſt deſerving ; and as ſome other 
much approv d (tho ſcarce and valuable) 
Poems, are herein intermix d therewith, the 
Caledonian Miſcellany, he flatters himſelf, 
will not be found unworthy the Notice 
of the Public.—T he Language is kept 
as pure as may be ; and any Information, 
or Inſtruction, tending to improve, or en- 
large this Miſcellany, will be received with 
Gratitude, by 
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TAN D, Critic, and before ye read, 
Say, are ye free of party - fead; X 
Or of a ſaul ſac (crimp and rude, 
To envy every thing that's good ? 

And if I ſhould (perhaps by chance) 

Something that's new and fmart advance, 

Reſolve ye not with ſcorufull ſnuff, 

To ſay tis & confounded ſtuff ; 

If that's the caſe, fir, ſpare your ſpite, 

For, faith, tis not for you I write 

Gae gie your cenſures higher ſcope, | 

And Congreve criticiſe, or Pope ; 

Pung's ſatires, or Swift's merry ſmile, 

Theſe, theſe are writers worth your while. 

* your * loſt, 
ad tho' you gain a ſimple boaſt ; 

want a N deals fair, 

And not ae real fault will ſpare ; 

Yet with good humour will allow 

Me praiſe, whene'er 'tis juſtly due : 

Bleſt be ſic readers but the reſt 

That are with ſpleen and ſpite oppreſt, 

May Bards ariſe to gar them look divine : 5 


To death, which lays the maiſt divine, 
for ſma's the ſkaith they'll get by mine. 
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2 The Caledonian Miſcellany. 


How many, and of various natures, 


Are on this globe the croud of creatures gz; 


In. Mexiconian foreſts fly > 
Thouſands that never wing'd our ſky.: ! + 
'Mangſt them there's ane of feathers fair, 
That in the muſic bears nae ſkair, 

Only an imitating rater, ; 

For whilk he bears the name of taunter ; 


Soon as the ſun ſprings frae the eaſt, 


Upon the branch he cocks his creſt, 


Attentive, when frae bough and ſpray 


The tunefu' throats ſalute the day: 


The brainleſs beau attacks them a', 
No ane eſcapes him great or ſma'; 
Frae ſome he takes the tone and manner, 
Frae this a baſs, frae that a tenor, 
Turns. loves ſoft plaint to a dull buſtle ; 
A ſprightly airs to a vile whiſtle; 

Still labouring thus to counterfeit, 


He ſhaws the poorneſs of his wit. 


Anes, when with echo loud the taunter, 
Tret with contempt ilk native Chanter, 


Ane of them ſays we own 'tis true, 


Few praiſes to our ſangs are due 
But pray, fir, let's have ane frag you. 


l Ou WIT. 
Y eaſy friends, ſince ye think fit, 
This night to lubricate on wit; 
And ſince ye judge that I compoſe 
My thoughts better in rhyme than proſe, _ 


I'll give my judgment in a ſang, 


And here it comes, be't right or wrang. 
But firſt of a'---I'll tell a tale 
That with my caſe runs parallel. 


There was a manting lad in Fife, 
Wha cou'd na for his very life 


The Culedonian Miſcellany. DIAS * 
we2k without ſtammering very lang, 
t never manted when he ſang. 
s father's kiln he anes faw burning... 
hich gart the lad run breathleſs mourning; 
meward with clever ſtrides he lap, 
o tell his daddy his miſhap. 
 diſtarice' e er he reached the doow 
ſtood and rais'd a hideous roar. 
father when he heard his voice, 
ept out and ſaid,. why a' this noiſe ? 
e calland gap'd and glowr'd about, 
no ae word he could lug out. 
5 dad cry'd,, kenning his defect, 
ig, ſing, or I ſhall break your neck. 
en ſoon he gratified his fire, 
d ſang aloud, your kiln's asfire. 
Now ye'll allow there's wit in that, 
tell a tale ſae very pat. 
icht wit appears in mony a ſhape, 
hich ſome invent and others ape, 
e ſhaw their Wit in wearing claiths, 
d ſome in coining of new aiths ; 
ere's crambo wit in making thime, 
J dancing wit in beating time: 
_We1c's mettl'd wit in ſtory-telling, 
aiting grammar, and right ſpelling ; 
ſhines in knowledge of politics, 
1 wow ! what's wit amang the critics, 


do far, my mates, excuſe me while I play 
trains ironic with that heavenly ray, 
which the human intellects refine; 
makes the man with brilliant luſtre ſhine, 
ing him ſprung from origim divine. 

may a well-rigg'd ſhip be full of flaws, 
may looſe wits regard no facred laws: 

it ſhip the waves will ſoon to pieces ſhake, 
midſt his vices ſinks the witty rake, 

A 2 


| And blankets thin ; 
And for your ſake fed mony a flea 
Upon my fin. 
Like Tantalus I long have ſtood 
Chin-deep into a filler flood; 
Yet ne'er was able for my blood 
But pain and ſtrife, 
To ware ae drap on claiths or food. 
To cheriſh life. | 


| Wha herd the wives of eaſtern knights, 
Yet ne'er enjoy the ſaft delights | 
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But when-on firſt-rate virtues wit attends, 


It both it-ſelf and virtue recommends, T 
And challenges reſpect where-e'er its blaze extends] A 


— * » 
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Eg fv mad | 
The laſt Speech of a wretched MIS ER. 
Dool ! and am 1 forc'd to die, Nc 
And nae mair my dear filler ſee, Nc 
That glanc'd ſae fweetly in my eye! 
| It breaks my heart ; Tc 
My gowd ! my bands ! alackanie ! | 
That we ſhon'd part. 
For you I labour'd night and day, 1 


For you 1 did my friends betray, 4-9 | 
For you on ſtinking caff J lay, 


Or like the wiſſen'd beardleſs wights, 


laſſes bony Ys 

Thus did I watch lang days and nights 

| My lovely money. 

Altho' my annual rents con'd feed 8 

Thrice for — m_ — | - ret 

I'erudg'd * : o 
FM _ * if — re 
My pouch produc'd an ingan WE 

28 s To pleaſe my wame. 


Te 
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To keep you coſie in a hoord, 
This hunger I with eaſe endur'd ; 
tends] WM And never dought a doit afford 
| Io ane of ſkill, 
— WK Wha for a dollar might have cur'd 
Me of this ill. 


I never wore my claiths with bruſhing, 
Xor wrung away my farks with waſhing ; 
Nor ever fat in t#ferns daſhing 

Away my coin, 
To find out wit or mirth by claſhing 
O' er dearthfu' wine. 


Abtit my pow was bald and bare, 
| wore nae frizzPd limmer's hair, 
Which takes of flower to keep it fair 
Prae reeſting free, 
As meikle as wad dine and mair 
The like of me. 


Nor kept I ſervants tales to * 
But toom'd my coodies a' my ſell; 
To haue in candle I had a ſpell 

ä Baith cheap and bright, | 
A fiſh-head, when it 'gins to ſmell; 
Gives curious light, | 


What reaſon can I ſhaw, quo ye, 
To fave and ſtar ve, to cheat and lie, 
To liye a beggar, and to die 

Bae rich in coin? 
That's mair than can be gi en by me, 
Tho Belzie join. 

Some ſaid my looks were groff and ſowr, 
Fretfu' | drombly, dull and dow'r : 
lown i it was na in my power, 

20 My fears to diug ; 
Wherefore I never cou d endure 
To laugh or ſing. 
8 


— — — — — — — —— 


— 


6 The Caledonian Miſcellany. 
I ever hated bookiſh reading, - 
And muſical or daneing breeding. 
And what's in either face or cleading, 
Of painted things ; 
I thought nae pictures worth the heeding, 
Except the king's, 


Now of a' them the eard e er bure, 
I never rhimers cou'd endure, 
They're ſic a ſneering pack, and poor, 
I hate to ken em; 
For gainſt us thrifty ſauls they're ſure 
To ſpit their venom... 


But waſter wifes, the warſt of a 
Without a yeuk they'll gar ane claw, 
When wickedly they bid us draw - 

Our filler ſpungs, 
For this and that, to make them braw, 
And lay their tongues. 


Some loo the courts, fome loo the kirks, 
Some loo to keep their ſkins frae lirks, 
Some loo to woo beneath the birks 

' Their lemans bony; 
For me, I took them a' for ſtirks 
That loo'd na money. 


They ca'd me ſlave to uſu 
Squeeze, cleave the hair, a 
Clek, flac the flint, and penury, 

And ſaulleſs nch 
But that ne'er —_— or troubled me, 
Gin 1 grew rich. 


On proſit a- my thoughts were bent, 
And mony thoufands have ] lent, 
But ſickerly I took good tent, 
That double pawns 
With a cudcigh, ang ten ber cent. 5 
Lay in my hands. 


nk the fea, 


When 
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When borrow'rs brak, the „nr 
Rings, beads of pearl, or filler jug, - y 
| fald them aff, near fand my lug 

With girns or curſes, 
The mair they whing'd, it gart me hug 
My fwelling purſes. 


Sometimes 1d ſigh, and ape a ſaint, 
And with a lang rat-rhime of cant, 


Wad make a mane for them in want; 
But for ought mair, 
| never was the fool to grant 
Them ony ſtair. 


I thought ane freely might pronounce 
That chiel a very filly dunce, - 
That cou'd not honeſty renounce, 

With eafe and joys, | ({ 
tony time, to win an ounce \-þ 
Of yellow boys. 

When young I ſame remerks did feel,” 

And liv'd in terror of the deel, N 
is furnace, whips, and racking wheel; 


But by degrees; 
ly conſcience grown as hard as ſteel, 


Gave me ſome eaſe. 


But fears of want and carking care 
o ſave my ſtock—and thirſt for mair, 
night and day oppreſt me fair, 


: 


2 


bile friends appear'd like harpies gare, 
That wiſh'd me dead. 


For fear of thieves I aft lay — * 
he live- lang night till day was breaking 
ne throu” my leep, with beart fair ing, 

I've aſten ſtarted, 
licking I heard my windows cracking, 


wy 
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And turn'd my head; | 0 
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O gear! I held ye lang the ne. 5 
For you I ſtarv'd my good auld mither, 
And to Virginia faldmy brither, 
And cruſh'd my wife; 
But now I'm gane I kenna whither, 
To leave my life. 


My life ! my.god ! my ſpirit earns, 
Not on my kindred, wife or bairns,  * 
7 Sic are but very taigh concerns, 
1 | Compar'd with thee !. 
When now this mortal rottle warns 

| ; Me I maun die, 


It to my heart goes like a gun, 
To ſee my kin and graceleſs ſon, 
Eike rooks already are begun 
| To thumb my gear 
And caſh that has na ſeen the ſun 
This fifty year. 


„bhp, oli! that ſpendthrift ſon of mine, 
Wa can on roaſted moorfowl dine, 
And 25 dub- water ſkink the wine, 
] And dance and ſing; 
He'll ſoon gar my darlings dwine f 
Down to nathing. 


8 To that ſame place where e' er I gang, 
© © coud I bear my wealth alang! 8 
Nae heir ſhould e'er. a farthing fang, 
That thus carouſes, 
B Tho whey ſkou'd a' on woodies hang, 
For breaking houſes. 


Ar Perdition ! Sathun ! is that you! 

Bu! fink !—am dizzy ! —eandle blue. 
i' that he neuer mair played pau, 

Twi Du with a rair, 
Away his wretched "= flew, 


14 It nukſna where. 
| U we 
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R1cny and SAND, « Paſtoral on the Death of | 
JostyH ADDISON, . | 


i 
AT gars thee look ſae dowf, dear Sandy ſay, 
Cheur up, dull fallow, take thy reed aud play , 
My Apron Deery or ſome wanton tune: 
Be merry, lad, and keep thy heart aboon. 
Sand. Na, na, it winna do! leave me to mane, | 
This aught days twice o'er tell'd I'll whiftle nane. 
R. Wow man, that's unco ſad, Is t that ye'r jo 
Has ta en the ſtrunt? Or has ſome bogle bo 
Glowrin frae auld waws gt'err ye a fleg'? 
Or has ſome dauted weather broke his leg? 
8. Naithing like that, fic troubles eith were born, 
What's boggles, wedders, or what Mans frorn? 
Our loſs is meikle mare, and paſt remeed, _ _. 
Edie, that play'd, and ſang ſae ſweet, is dead. 
R. Dead, ſay'ſi thou; ob | had up my heart, 
O Pan! * 5 IS 7 
Ye gods; what laids ye lay on feckleſs man 
Alake therefore, I cannot wyt ye'r wae, - 
I'll bear ye comp'ny for a year and day, 
A better lad ne'er lean'd out o'er a kent, 
Or hounded coly o'er the moſſy bent: 
Blyth at the ht how aft ha' we three been, 
Heartſome on hills, and gay upon the green. 
S. That's true indeed! but now thae days arg | 


And Sith him a* that's pleaſant on the plain. 
A ſummer-day I never thought it lang 
To hear him make a roundel or a ſang. '\ | 
How ſweet he ſung where vines and tles grow,” © Mil 
Of wimpling waters which in Latium $ 7 
Titry the Mantuan herd wha lang ſinſeyne 
Beſt ſung on acten reed the lover's pine, 


Had 


93 


! 


/ 


l 


i Upon ye'r edge na mair the ſhepherds ſings. 


1 , 
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ö He wad have made me blyth in haf an hour. 


He kend be moan-light how tides ebb and fill. 


Ho the ill ſpirit did the firſt miſchief raſe —- 


The laſſes aft flang down their rakes and pales, 
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Had he been to the fore now in our days, 

Wi' Edie he had frankly dealt his bays. 

As lang's the warld ſhall Amarylli ken, 

His Reo/amond ſhall echo tho' the glen ; | 
While on burn banks the yellow gowan grows, 
Or-wand'ring lambs rin bleating after ews, 

His fame ſhall laſt: laſt ſhall his ſang of weirs, 


| While Britiſs bairns brag of their bauld forbears. | 


We'll meikle miſs his blyth and witty jeſt 

At ſpaining time, or at our Lambmaſe teaſt. 

O, Richy, but tis hard death ay reaves 

Awa' the belt fowk, and the ill ains leaves. 
Hiag down ye'r heads, ye hills, greet out ye ſprings, - 


R. Then he had. ay a good advice to pie, 
And kend my 1 amaiſt as well as me; 
Had I been thowlels, vext, or oughtlins ſow'r, 


Had Roſie ta'en the dorts, or had the tod 
Worry'd my lamb, ——or were my feet ill - ſnod, 
Kindly he'd laugh when ſae he ſaw me dwine, 
And talk of happineſs like a divine. 
Of ilka thing he had an uncoſkill, 


He kend, what kend he no? cen to a hair 
He'd tell, or night gin next day wad be fair; 
Blind Zohn, ye mind, wha ſang in kittle phraſe; 


Mony a time beneath the auld birk tree, 
What's bony in that ſang he loot me ſee. 


. WW Bo YO YT a " SE” = Sa, HE oa, 


And held their tongues, O ſtrange-!-to hear his tales. 
S. Sound be his ſleep, and ſaft his wak'ning be. I 


He's in a better caſe than thee or me: 5 | 
He was oder good for us; the gods have ta'en * 


Their ain but back, he was a borrow'd len; 


Let us be good gin virtue be our drift, | Y 


Then we may yet forgether boon the lift. 


But 


x 
| 
þ 
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But ſee the ſheep are wiſing to the cleugh ; 
Thomas has loos'd his ouſen frae the Hane, 
Maggy by this has bewk the ſupper - 

And nuckle kye ſtand rowting in the — 

Come, Richy, ler us truſs, and hame o'er bend, 

And make the beſt of what we canna mend. 


— — — — 
GIBBIE and WAT TIE. — 


A PasSTORAL on the Death of Alexander Maben, 
Organ- maler in Edinburgh. —By Tho. Blair. 


n 


o ME, Wattie, while our hirſels feed the 
ither, 

Here ado down, let's knooff a while to ither, 

And beik ourſels upon this ſunny brae, 

What pleaſant lambies round us ſweetly Play ; ; 

Tent how they wag their tails, and keb the ews, 

How wantonly they ſkip athort the knows. 

Youth's a diverting time for ilka creature, 

After its kind, according to its nature. 

The cattle leap for j yon — — 

Wi' chearfn* notes proclaim 7 

The gowk, the dulleſt — 2 them a', 

Without a rhyme but ane, or note but twa'; 

Yet he attends his ſeaſons for to ſing, "MT a: 

ods and groves he makes their echoes ring, 
Repeats his ſang ſome hundred times a day, 

Heartſome to hear, in glorious month of May. 

Come let us then with higheſt notes expreſs, 

And ſing dame nature in her youthfu' dreſs. 


5 Mattie, Alas! I'm no in tune, Gib, let me be, 
This forty days, a' may ſing dumb for me. 
G. Strange Wattie, what can ail 2 ? 2 ye, lad, 
"Tis no your uſe and wont to be 


W. Ah! Gib, S 
ved turo your tune, and be as wer 38 . 4 


„* 
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C. Loſh, man, has ony frightſome thing come « 
o'er ye, 2 « 
Laſt dight ye wak't the fauld to flie Tod Laurie | 
Or has ſome feckleſs beaſt lair'd in the bog, 
Danner'd awa, or bit by ſome wood dog, 
Or by ſome other Ml miſchance been wrang'd, 
Blafted by ſome ill · eye or adder ftang'd? - 
Or has the ſwine gane thro the thing that's been 
dae lang o' making up wi' you and Jean? 
. Tho' a' theſe ills had happen'd on ae day, 
Yet God forbid that e er it ſhould be ſac, 
The loſs we thole is ten times greater ſkaith, 
Can greater be to us than Sawny's death , 


G. Sous, ye ſay, what Sawny do you mean ? 

i. The blytheſt lad that e'er did tread the green, 
Sawny our deareſt friend, and worthieſt, _ 
Has ta'en his laſt fareweal ; now he's at reſt, 


C. Is Sawny dead? fit and prepare us a 
Ane in his prime ſac haſty pow'd awa ! 

Thou cruel death ne'er lets the grave be toom, 

But plucks the faireſt flowers in their bloom, 

And ſmites at any age wi' ſicken 1 

Spares neither feckleſs wean, nor fyar'd head. 

. We'd need a' to be buſy in our day, 

Death is the debt that we ha'e a to pay. 

Our time's uncertain, ſhort and fou o' ſorrow, 

Sent here the day, and ta en away the morrow. 
C. There's my dream read that faſh'd me ye- 

Kernight, 3955 

When Batie's youling pat me in fic fright ; 

I never was in ae my days ſae fear t. | 
. What was thy dream then, Gibbie, let me hear't, 
G. I dream'd © my uncles houſe was a' on fire, 

„ Frighted the ky, and gart them break the byre, 

For haſte to win awa' drew dowa their ſtands, 

And bure awa' their ſhakles and their bands. 5 
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thought a' bleez d up like a tap of tow, 

For haſte, I thought, I ran to quench the low ; 
„Aad as I trathped thro' the moſs-land heather, 
That my ſhoe-ſoles rave frac their uver᷑ - leather. 


How frightſome · like ſic things to me did ſeem, 
Til! I awak'd, aad found it was a dream. | 


. Watch o'er us man but that was fleſome-like? 


G, But hear me out the ſtory of the tyke. 


%. Well ſay awa' than Gibbie, and I ſall tent 
And hear ye tell the way o' his lament. 


GC. Then hear me to amen, and I fall tell, 
Wow man, gin he had been but there your ſel, 
You'd ferly to have heard the beaſt complain. 
L, Win I gae'd out to fee what he cou'd mean, 

Whar was he ſittand think you? but upon 

Our knocking ſtane that lay upo' the loan ; 
Held up his ſnout forgaiaſt the peat-ſtack now w- 
Wi' mony a langſome elrech, wow, wow, wow, 
Swith cur, I cry'd, and yet he wad na ceaſe : 
[ cry'd, iſk, iſk, poor Batre, hae a piece; 
aud bad him, cloſs; but fil} the bling tyke 
Nan farder aff, aud youl'd at the fayld-dyke ; 
| ran to chaſe him, but a' was in vain, 
lle fitted frae his ſeat, and youl'd again, 

/. 1 never like the mournful youls o' dogs, 
Or when there comes a fenging in my lugs ; 
Or when the pyots flock upon tle houies, 
\ theſe are ſigns to ken before ill news is ; 
dure it wad raiſe affection in your breaſt, 

o ſee the wit o' that ſagacious beaſt, 


ar't, MW . But I was fic a poor unthinking aſs, - 
gre, er had thought on what wad come to paſs; 
8 or 1 this morning, in a-mock defi | 
a ; ae d to an honeſt neighbour's wife o mine: 
was for fun, becauſe the wife, it ſeems, 

« | {W'viclles ay great (kill in reading dreams. 

: B 


* * © 
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I whiles hear tell, of ſome humdrums or ither, 


— w IS A 
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1 tauld her mine, and naithing up did keep, 
4 how I was forfairn in my ſleep. 
The words ſhe ſaid I'll mind to my laſt breath, 
Preſerve's, quo' ſhe, and keep the town frae 

ſkaith, 

Frae deſolation, dearth, and ſudden death. 
She ſhook her head, and gloured wi' her eyen 
At me, and ſaid, young man ye ve loſt a frien ; 
I lengh at a' ſhe {aid and ca'd i it bables, 
Cauſe I ne'er uſed to credit auld wives fables ; 
But to my grief I fadly find it now, 
That lucky's words has come to paſs o'er true. 


i 

IV. Ill news oer ſoon came ſounding i in my ears, 4 : 
Which fills my ſaul wi' grief and eyen wi' tears Nor 
Near Sawny's death has made my heart as ſad - ro. 
As what his birth did make his mither's glad, Mor 


G. Believe me, Vat, tis bred me mair vexation, 
Than gin he'd been my neareſt blood relation. 
For neighbourhood nane better e' er had we, 
Had ay good havence, couthie, kind and free. 
Poor man he's &'en awa' wha bure the vog, 
That ne'er ſae meikle's wrang'n his neighbour's 

dog. 

IV. Hegh hey he's no poor now, for he by grace 
Has got his portion in a better place; 

Better it is wi” him than me or you: 
We're in the falſe warld, he's in the true. 


G. He was a lad, it's g to lie o' the dead; 
Left fic few like behind him in lis ſtead ; 


Sen he and Pennycutk were tane awa', 
W har hae we now a finger mang us a“? 


. But very few, that we can ca' our ain, 
Amang us now belonging to our plain; 


That fain wad hae the name, and be ca'd brither; 
Poſſeſs d wi” ſelf· conceit and warldly greed, 
That ſcarce can ken a note, or tune a reed: 


The Caledonian Miſcellany. 15 
W. ils out, and ſteals awa' our . ſangs, 

ix them v nonſenſe making loud harangues; 

Ca' them their ain, ane ſyne make up a buik, 

To raiſe a fame they ill deſerve to bruik, 


G. Fame got by falſet, when its brought to light, 

Will ſoon tak wing, and bid them a' good night; 
And leave them ſtupid, nathing hae to ſay, 
Mair than the howlet at the break of day; 
me good for nought but ridicule and on, 
And when the cattle tread and eat the corn, 9 
To ſing a lypock link o' berry-horn, 

. They are at beſt a vain conceity gang, 

15, A crew that Sawny ne'r wad haunt amang ;. 
Nor fic clanjamphray cou'd he e' er abide - 
lo feed their flocks ne'er by his lizzure's fide ; 
Mony a time has he and we the gither 
on, WI +:00d by, and ſeen the rabble fleg at ither; 
T:-ir common law, ſae far as I uptake, 
is, © let the ſtranger anes er gae the weak; 
And thole the wealthy, tho' the ſtupideſt, 
To ſcourge and act as hangman to the reſt. 


C. And well cou'd Sawny tent them on the plain, 
And make bra' ſport of them to us again; 
He acted ſo nat'ral how they fell at ſtrife, 
Wad gart ane laugh that had a ſpunk of life ; 
Blith gentle folks and ſemple did admire him, 3 
And mony a ane has ſtriven to be near him, { 
And thought their time was happy ſpent to ( 

hear him. 

Vhamever he chanc'd to be amang, 
Taey ne'er cou'd trap him in a word was wrang; 
»pake ay good ſenſe, lent in his word in ſeaſon, 
and never taul'd his tale without a reaſon ; 
Then he had ſic a way o' ſettin't aff, 
Cart them a' take the loud tihee and gaff, 


. Na, he dang a for ſport I ever ſaw, 4 


Wt 


Cc 


The loſs of him it makes ae day ſeem twa, 
Mang a' our herds his word was ay a law, 


At a' his blythſome banquets and his feaſts ; 
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To freits and charms he never wad comply, 
As rawn tree clubs for eiſning o' the ky ; 
Then he was ane, that baith cou'd fay and do, 
Whatever thing his fancy led him to ; 
Sagacious he behaved like a lord, 

For making concord where he fand diſcord. 


G. What mean ye lad, by concords and diſcords? 
Dear Mat, wha learn'd ye a' thae kntle words ? 


. T'il warraat ye may elthy ken wham frae, Th 
Sauny that ken'd them a', and mony mae: 3 
Ay when he fand us like to diſagree, f 0 
In ony thing that ſeem'd to bread a plea ; , wr 
Whan ought fell in debate, unlike to ceaſe, 7 * . 


Sawny was ay for making up o' peace, 
W hiles whan our thraward humours wad na jump, BW .. a 
Whan 7:m had ſought a ſpring on Villie's trump : 


W han Willie wad refus'd, and ſaid, Fl! no, W 
Whan Kob wad ta'en à kiſs o' Patie's jo; 6. 
Whan Pate wad looked like a putting cow, For ti 
And ſaid to Rob, and hung his glooming brow, Whil. 
Well, lad, I hae a craw to pluck wi' you. oy 
. Theſe, and ſicklike, frae leſs to mair hae been, "6 7 
Enough to raiſe a quarrel cn the green: ks N 
Ye ken Auld Nick is fic a cunning thief, "ps 
Can make a wie thing mither of miſchief. cauld 
G. Ay he's ay ſecking whom he may devour, Depri. 
The deil's ay buſie whar he can get power. 15 


. Then Sauny wad bang'd out his pipe wi' 
ſpeed, 
Or ſtock aud horn, and tun'd his aeten reed, 
Play'd bonny ſprings that did our fancy's feed. 
And gar us a' ſhake hands and dance a reel. 
Gre'd a* good friends, and ſwith'd awa' the de il. 
G. Cou'd I fpeak as I wad do, I wad tell, 
How far he did in mony things excel). 
Our laird cou'd never want him for his jeſts, 


He 


— 
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He made and dreſs'd his whiſtles right in tune, 
Play'd ſprings that pleas'd his honour late or ſoon, 

Ay whan his goſſips war conveen'd gain night, 
And got a cleek o' Sawny, a' was right. 

The blythſome bouſers, thought while Sawny ſang 
They were mair happy than the night was lang, 
When he wad act the wives in the Weft-Bow, 
How lucky reel'd the yarn and ſpan the tow : 
When he wad act the coalman, black Fock Smirny, 
The Claſgæu wives, or fidler Patie Birny : 

Then they wad a' buft out a laughing ſae, 

Ane eithly might have tied them wi” a ſtrat, 

And ſome declar'd they never knew his match, 
Forgat to fleep, or keek upon a watch; 

The langeſt winter night they thought but ſhort, 
Slaid ſaftly by, while Sawny made them ſport. 


. Well might they ſay they nc'er ſaw his make; 
C. Na, well I wat, nor nae man for their fake ;. 


For taking up what he cou'd hear or ſee, 
Whilk mony a time a ferlie was to me. 


IW. Nathing gae'd croſs-ways w? him in his life- 
dave his misfortune wi' a wicked wife; 
As mony of our honeſt neighbours ſays, 
dhe was the mean that cutted hart his days. 
Cauld be her caſt, nae pity on him had, 
Depriv'd the warld of ſic a pleaſant lad. 


C. Ay, well I wat ſhe bred him meikle ſorrow. 
The weary white he had her for his marrow ; 
Twas her camftairy humonr, night and day, 
That brake his heart and threw him in decay; 


IV, Little thought I laſt /Veden/day night at een ). 
vic ſudden alteration wad be ſeen, - 

Whan Sauny fang ſae. merry as we hae been. 

And blyth was I to ſee us a' ſae fain ; 

de merry. L ſhall never be again. | 
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G. It's hard to ken, ye may, gin ye be ſpar'd ; 
She's an auld wife can her ain fortune waird. 


IF. It's no i' th' pow'r of nature, cer to part, 
This grief that lies ſae heavy at my heart. 
O that I cou'd but utter my deſign; 
Or in a better language ſpeak my mind. 
My former joys now yield me nougkt but duſt, 
'Tis ſair to thole, and yet tis what I muſt. 
Nae hopes of comfort wi* me now. remain, 
A gloomy darkneſs overclouds the plain. 
Spring time is paſt, pale winter falt enſuing, 
To ſpair what youthfu' ſummer has been doing 
Look how the willows drop, and hing their heads ; 
Flra's withdrawn her mantle from the meads, Fi 
The flowr's decay'd whezeon the bufy bees Sh 
Had want to ſuck, and gather freſh ſupplies. 
Nae mair we'll hear them bumming o'er the fells 
Laden wi' ſtore hame to their oozy cells, _ 
The eaſtern craggs, how dolefu'” like they hing, 
Where Sawny us'd to tune his voice and ſing ! 
Alas! when I look back on auld lang- ſine, 


Mair I think on't, the mair I do repine, 
I'll never get the thought's o't frac o' my mind. 


G. Wat, caſt ne down thy heart, nor hac fic 
doubts, od 

Wha kens what providenee may bring about? 
Some canny caſt may ſoon make a' odds even, 
Why ſhould we fret againſt the will o' heaven! 
Wi' patience bear, howe'er the guiſe may fa', 
A happy end will make amends for a'. 
Now, let us part, we hae nae time to wait, 
The night is darkning down, and wearing late, 
Frae Maukin's hill, and by the broomland but, I 
Our flocks are gathering near the Roading- Foot; Ane 
The ſtars, that bid the ſhepherd's fauld appear, W 
Reik me my kent, and let us hame ward ſteer, 


1 


— — 
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Spoken £9 three YounG LanDIEs, who would have 
me determine which of them was the bonnigſt.. 


E anes three beanties did ſurround, 
And ika beauty gave a wound, 
Whilſt they with ſmiling oye, 
Said, Allan, which think ye maiſt fair ?. 
Sie judgment frankly, never ſpare. 
Hard is the taſk, ſaid I : 


But added, ſeeing them ſae free; 

Ladies ye maun ſay mair to me, 
And my demand right fair is; 

Firſt, like the gay celeſtial three, 

Shaw a' your charms, and then ha'e wi' ye, 
Faith I ſhall be your Paris. 


. 


TIT fr TAT. 


E- ſouth eur channel, where tis common 
To be prieſt-ridden, man and woman; 

A father, anes in giave proceſſion, 
Went to receive a wight's confeſſion, 
Whaſe fins lang- gather d, now began 
To burden ſair his inner man. 
But happy they that can with eafe 
Sling aff fie laids when e'er they pleaſe. 
Lug out your ſins, and eke your punſes, 5 


And ſoon your kind fpiritual nurſes 
Will eaſe you of theſe heavy turſes. 
Cries, Hodge, and fighs, ah! father ghoſtly, 
L langed ances far ſome jewels coſtly, 
And ſtaw them frae a ſneakipg miſer, 
Wha was a wicked cheating ſqueezer, 
And much bad me and others wrang' d, | 
For which I aften wiſh'd him hang c. 
| The 


| 
1 
i 
4 


And cries, A 


Phe father ſays, I own-my ſon. 
To rob or pilfer is ill done; 
But I can eith forgive the faut, 
Since it is only Tit for Tat. 


The ſighing penitent gade furder; 


And own'd his anes deſigning murder; 


That he had lent anes guts a ſkreed, 
Wha' had gi'en him a broken head. 
Replies the prieſt, my ſon, tis plain 
That's only Tit for Tat again. 


But ſtill the ſinner ſighs and ſobs, 
Ah! theſe are venial jobs 
To the black crime that yet * 
Lyes like Auld Nick upon my mind: 

I dare na nam't; I'd lure be ſtrung. 
Up by the neck, or. by. the tongue, 
As ſpeak it to you : believe me, 

The faue you never wad forgive me. 
The haly man, with pious care, 


i Intreated, pray'd, and ſpake him fair, 


Conjur'd him, as he hop'd for heaven, 
To tell his crime, and be forgiven. 


Well then, ſays H+dge, if it maun be, 


Prepare to hear a tale, frae me, 

That when 'tis tald I'm unko feard- - 
Ye'll wiſh it never had been heard. 
Ah me! your reverence's ſiſter, 
Ten times I carnally. have 
All's fair, returns the reverend hrother, 
I've done the /amen with your mother _ 
Three times as aft; and ſae for that. 
We're on a level, Tit for Tat.. 
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The Monk and the Miller's Wife : 


Wha ken the benefit of wine; 


4 Tale. 
O W lend your lugs, ye benders ſine, 


And 
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And you wha laughing ſcud brown ale, 
Leave jinks a wee, and hear a tale, 


An honeſt Millar wond in Fife, 
That had a young and wanton wife. 
Wha ſometimes thol'd the pariſh-prieft 
To make her man a twa horned beaſt 
He paid right mony viſits til her ; 
And to keep in with Hab the miller, 
He endeavour'd aft to make him happy, 
Whene'er he kend the ale was nappy, 
Sic condeſcenſion in a paſtor, GO: 
Knit Halbert's love to him the faſter ; - 
And by his converſe, troth 'tis rrue, 
Hab learn'd to preach when he was fon. - 
Thus a' the three were wonder pleas'd, 
The wife well ſerv'd, the man well eas d. 
This ground his corns, and that did cheriſh 
Himſell wi' dining round the pariſn. 
B:/s, the good-wife, thought it nae ſkaith, 
Since ſhe was fit to ſerve them baith. 


When equal is the night and day, 
And Ceres gives the ſchools the play, 
A youth ſprung frac a gentle Pater, 
Bred at Saint Andrew's Anna Mater, 
Ae day gawn hameward, it fell late, 
And him benighted by 1295 "RY 
To lie without, pit-mirk did ſhore him; 
He condna ſee his thumb before him; 
But, clack—elack—clack, he heard a mill, 
Whilk led him be the lugs theretill. 
To tak the thread of tale alang, _ 
This mill to Halbert did belang 
Not leſs this note your notice claims, 
The ſcholar's name was maſter James. 


Now, ſmiling muſe, the prelude paſt, 
Smoothly relate a tale ſhall laſt | 
As lang as Alps and Grampian hills, 


As lang as wind or watcr-mills, 
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In enter'd James, Hab ſaw and kend him, 
And offer'd kindly to befriend him 
With ſic good cheer as he could make, 
Baith for his ain and father's ſake. 
F he ſcholar thought himſell right ſped, 
And gave him thanks in terms well-bred. 
Quoth Hab, I canna leave my mill 
As yet; — but ſtep ye weſt the kill 
A bow - ſhot, and ye'll find my hame : 
Gae warm you, and crack with our dame, 
Till I ſet aff the mill; ſyne we 
Shall tak what Beſie has to gue. 
Fames, in return, what's . laid, 
O'er lang to- tell ; and aff he gade. 
Out of the houſe ſome light aid ſhine, 
Which led him till't as with a line: 
Arriv'd,. he knock'd-;. for doors were (teekit ; 
Straight throw a- window Belſy keekit, 
And cries, * Wha's that gi'es fowk a fright. 
At fic untimous time of night ;* 
James with good humour, maiſt diſcretly, 
Tald her his circumſtance eompletely. 
I diana ken ye, quoth the wife, 
And up and down the thieves are rife: 
Within my lane, I'm but a woman; 
*- Sac I'll unbar my door to nae mah, 
* But ſince 'tis very like my dow, 
- * That all yer telling may be true, 
* Hae there's a key, gang in your way 
& At the neiſt door, there's braw ait ſtrac ; 
© Streek down upo't my lad, and learn 
* They're no ill lodged that get a barn. 
Thus after meikle clitter clatter, 
James fand he coudna mend the matter; 
And ſince it might na better be, 
With reſignation took the key, 
Unlockt the barn—clam up the mou, 


Where was an opening near the hou 
vi 8 > Thron 


hrou 


Throu whilk he ſaw a glent of light, 
That gave diverſion to his.ſight : 

By this he 2 cou'd diſcern, 

A thin wa' ſeparate houſe and barn, 

And throw this rive was in the waw, 
Ai! done within the houſe he ſaw: 


He ſaw (what ought not to be ſeen, | 


And ſcarce gave credit to his een) 
The parith prieſt of reverend fame 


ln active courtſhip with the dame. — 


Jo lenghthen out deſcription here, 
Wou'd but offend the modeſt ear, 
And beet the lewder youthfu' flame, 
That we by ſatire ſtrive to tame, 
$15paſe the wicked action o'er, 


And James continuing ſtill to glow'r ; 


Wha ſaw the wife as faſt as able, 
Spread a clean ſervice on the table, 
4nd ſyne, frae the ha' ingle bring ben 
4 pyping-het young roaſted hen, 

41d twa good bottles ſtout and clear, 
une of ſtrong ale and ane of beer. 


gut wicked luck, juſt as the prieſt 
ohot in his fork in chucky's breaſt, 
Th' unwelcome miller gae a roar, 
Cri'd, Beſhy, hafte ye, ope the door. 
With that the haly letcher fled, 
And darn'd himſell behind a bed; 
While Befſy huddl'd a' things by, 


That nonght the cuckold might eſpy ; | 


Srne loot him in but out of tune, 


5peer'd why he left the mill ſae ſoon ; 


eme, ſaid he, as manners claims, 
1» crack and watt en maſter James, 
Ha I ſbou'd do, tho" ne er. ſae bifſy : 
! [ent him here, go:dwife, where it he? 


ve ſent him here! (quoth Beſy grimbling ;) 
* Kend I this James ! a chiel came rumbling: 
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But how was 1 aſſur'd, when dark, 4 

| „That he had been nae thieviſh ſpark, | 4 
| Or ſome rude wencher, gotten a doſe, * 
That a weak wife cou'd ill oppoſe ? = 
2 And what came of him ? ſpeak nat langer, 40 

| Crys Halbert in a highland anger, 7a 

| © I ſent him to the barn,” quoth the : | 85 

| Gae quickly bring him in, quoth he. a 2 


James was brought in; — the #7e was bawk d; Th 
The Prieſt ſtood cloſe ;—the Miller crack d: 
Then aſk'd his ſunkan gloomy ſpouſe, En 
What ſupper had ſhe in the houſe, 


| 
| That might be ſuitable to gi'e Ant 
| Ane of their lodger's qualitie ? Ne 
| | Quoth ſhe, * Ye my ve ken, goodman, Dre 
'F * Your feaſt comes frac the pottage · pan: She 
I The ſtov'd or roaſted we afford, Anc 
| | Are aft great ſtrangers on our board” G f. 
Ir Pottage, quoth Hab, ye /en/cle/s tawpis ! * 
fi Think ye this youth's a gilly-gawpy ; on 
Aud that his gentle flamock's . 4 | Thy 
Li To worry up a pint of plaiſter, Len 
| [ Like our mill knaves that lift the laiding, | The 
KS Whaſe kytes can fireek out hike raw plaiding. Dec) 
1 Swith roaſt a hen, or fry fome chickens, * 
14 And ſend for ale frue Maggy Picken's. Tho ; 
4 Hout I, quoth ſhe, ye may well ken, Lie] 
{1 * 'Tis ill brought that's no there ben; The 
1 When but laſt owk, na farder gane, ) 
! The laird got a' to pay his kain.” | : ] 
1 Then James, wha had as good a gueſs 14 
Lit. Of what was in the houſe as 5%, * 
| [ With pawky ſmile, this plea to end, 0 
ö To pleaſe himſell, and eaſe his friend, But 
| Firſt open'd with a flee oration =P 
310 His wond'rous {kill in conjuration. Ne 3. 
j 7” Said he, by this fell art I'm able, 
| 5 To whopaff any great man's table © What 


— —— — — 


© What e' er J like to make a mail of, 
Either in part, or yet the hail of; 
And if ye pleaſe, I'll ha my art.— 

Crys Halbert, Faith, with a' my heart / 

Beſs fain'd herſelf, —cry'd, Lord, be here! 
And near hand fell a ſwoon for fear. 


James leugh, and bad her _— — 4 
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dyne to his conjuring went with 
And firſt he draws a circle round, 
1: Then utters many a magic ſound 
ot words, part Latin, Greek and Dutab, 
Enow to fright a very witch : | 
That done, he ſays, Now, now *tis come, 
And in the boal beſide the lum: 
Now ſet the 3 goodwife, gae ben, 
Bring frae yon boal a roafted hen. 
She wadna gang, but Haby ventur'd ; 
And ſoon as he the ambrie enter d, 
t ſmell'd ſae well, he ſhort time ſought it, 
And, wondring, 'tween his hands he brought it. 
He view'd it round, and thrice he ſmell'd it, 
Syne with a gentle touch he felt it. 
Thus ilka ſenſe he did conveen, 
Leſt glamour had beguil'd his cen : 
They all, in an united body, 
Declar'd it a fine fat how-towdy. 
Nae mair about it, quoth the Miller, 
The fowl looks well, and uefa till her. 
dae be't ſays James; and in a doup, 
They ſnapt her up baith ſtoup and roup. 
* Neiſt, O! cry's Halbert, cou'd your kill, 
But help us to a waught of ale, 
' I'd be oblig'd r ye a“ my lite, 
And offer to the deel my wife, 
To ſee if he'll diſcreeter mak her, 
hut that I'm fleed he winna tak her. 
"ud James, Te offer very fair; 
The bargains hadden, ſay nas mair, 
| a : 4 


That 
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Then thrice he ſhook a willow-wand, 
With kittle words thrice gave command; 


That done, with look baith learn'd and grave, 


Said, Now yel get what ye wad have; 
Twa bottles of as nappy liquor, 

As ever .ream'd in horn or bicgor, 

Behind the ark that hads your meal, 
ind tua ſtanding cortit weal, 

He ſaid, and faſt the Miller flew, 

And frac their neſt the bottles drew; 
Then firſt the ſcholar's health he toaſted, 
Whaſe art had gard him feed on roaſted; 
His father's neiſt. and a' the reft 

Of his good friends that wiſh'd him beſt, 
Which were o'er langſome at the time, 
On a ſhort tale to put in rhime. 


Thus while the Miller and the Youth, 
Were blythly ſlockning of their drowth, 
Beſs fretting ſcarcely held frae greeting, 


The Prieſt enclos'd ſtood vex'd and ſweating. 


O vow ! ſaid Hab, if ane might ſpeer, - 
Dear maſter James, wha brought our cheer ? 
Sic latis appear to us fo awſu? 

Ile hardly think your learning lawfu”. 


Jo bring your doubts to a concluſion, 
« Says James, ken I'm a Rofecrucian, | 
Ane of the ſet that never carries 
On traffic with black deels or faries ; 
There's.mony a ſp'rit that's no a deel, 
That conſtantly around us wheel. 
There was a ſage call'd Albumazor, 
Whaſe wit was gleg as ony razor. 
Frac this great man we learn d the kill, 
To bring theſe gentry to our will ; 
And they appear when we've a mind, 
in ony ſhape of human kind: 
Now, if you'll drap your fooliſh fear, 
1'1! gar my Pacolet appear. | 


- * CY - - A Lay — — = 
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Hab fidg'd and leugh, his elbuck clew, 
Daith fear'd and fond a ſp'rit to view: 

At laſt his courage wan the day, 

He to the ſcholar's will gave way. 


Bel be this began to ſmell 
Arat, but kept her mind to'r fell : 
She pray'd like howdy in her drink, 
But mean time tipt young James a wink. 
james frae his eye an anſwer ſent, 
Which made the wife right well content: 
Then turn'd to Hab, and thus advis'd, 
' Whate'er you ſee, be nought ſurpriz'd ; 
But for your ſaul move not your tongue, 
And ready ſtand with a great rung; 
' Syne as the ſp'rit gangs marching out, 
' Be ſure to lend him a ſound route, 
' I bidna this by way of mocking z 
For nought delights him mair than knocking.” 


Hab got a kent, —ſtood by the hallan, 
And ſtraight the wild miſchievous callan, 
Cries, * Radamanthus Huſky Mingo, 

' Monk horner, Hipock, finko, Fingo, 

' Appear in likeneſs of a Prieſt, 

No like a deel in ſhape of beaſt, 

With gaping chafts to fleg us ab. | 
' Wauk forth; the door ſtands to the wa.” 


Then frae the hole where he was pent, 
The Prieſt approach'd right well conteat, 
With filent pace ſtrade o'er the floor, 
Till he was drawing near the door ; 
Then to eſcape the cudgel, ran ; | 
But was not miſs'd' by te goodman, 
Wha lent him on the neck a lounder, 
That gart him o'er the threſhold founder. 
Dukneſs ſoon hid him fras their ſight ;. 
ben flew the Miller in a fright: - 


C 2 


- 


Haß 


2»2ü»„»“f r — 


— _— 


— —— 


28 - The Caledonian Miſcellany. 


I trow, quoth he, I laid well on: 
But wow he's like our ain Meſs John 


— 


The LURE: A Tale. 


T7 HE ſun juſt o'er the hills was peeping, 
The hynds ariſtng, gentry ſleeping, 
The dogs were barking, cocks were crawing, 
Night-drinking ſots counting their lawning ; 
Clean were the roads, and clear the day, 
When forth a falconer took his way, 

Nane with him but his ſhe-knight-errant, 
That acts in air the bloody tyrant ; 

While with quick wing, fierce beek and claws, 
She breaks divine and human laws ; 

Ne'er pleas'd, but with the hearts and livers 
Of peartricks, teals, moor-powts and plivers; 
Yet is ſhe much eſteem'd and dandl'd, 

Clean lodg'd, well fed, and ſoftly handl'd. 
Reaſon for this-need be nae wonder, 

Her paraſites ſhare in the plunder. 

Thus ſneaking routs about a court, 

That make oppreſſion but their ſport, 

Will praiſe a paughty bloody king, 

And hire mean hackney-poets to ſing 

His glories ; while the deal be licket 

He e' er attempt but what he ſticket. 


So, fir, as I was gawn to ſay, 
This falconer had tane his way 


- Ofer Calder- moor; and gawn the moſs up, 


He there forgather'd with a goſlip : 
And wha was't trow ye, but the de'el 
That had diſguis'd himſell ſae well 

In human ſhape, ſae ſnug and wylie ; 
Jude took him for a burlie-bailie: 
His cloven cloots were hid with ſhoon, 
A Honet coor'd his horns aboon : 
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Nor ſpat he fire, or brimſtone rifted, 
Nor awſome glowr'd ; but cawmly lifted 
His een and voice and thus began, 

Caad- morning t ye, haneft man, 

lere early out : — Hou far gae ye 

This gate ? Pm blyth of company —— * 
IWhat fowl is that, may ane demand, 
That ſtands ſae trigly on your hand? | 
* Wow, man! quoth Juden, where won ye? 
The like was never ſpeer'd at me 

Nan, 'tis a Fawk, and e'en as good 

As ever flew, or wore a hood.“ 

Friend, Im a flranger, quoth auld Symmie, 
I h:pe ye'll no be angry ui me 0 
The ignorant maun ay be ſpeering 

9.fttons, till they come to n clearing. 

Then tell me mair———what do ye wi't ? 

Ii't gozd to fing ? or good to eat? 

For neither, anſwer'd ſimple Juden; 
gut helps to bring my lord his food in: 
When Bis ſtart up that I wad hae, 
Straight frae my hand I let her gae ; 

Her hood tane aff, ſhe is not langſome 

In taking captiyes, which I ranſome 
With a dow's wing, or chicken's leg.” 
Trawth, quoth the de'el, that's nice ! / beg” 
Te'll be fae hind, as let me ſee 

Wow this ſame bird of yours can flee. | 
T' oblige ye, friend, I winna ſtand. 
dyne loos'd the Falbon frae his hand. 
Unhooded, up the ſprang with birr, _ 
While baith ſtood ſtairing after her. 

Put hw d' ye get her back? ſaid Nick, 

For that, quoth Jude, I have a trick: 

' Ye ſee this Lure, —it: ſhall command 

Her upon ſight dows to my hand.“ 
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| 


Lyne twirl'd it thrice, with whieu-whleu-whieu—— 


And ſtraight upon't the Falcon few. 
C 3 As 
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Can manage them as ye do your's : 


As ſhe (kift o'er the benty knows, 


— _ - — —— 
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As Pm a ſinner! cries the de'el, 

I like this paſtime wonder weal ; 

And ſince ye ve been ſae kindly free, 

To let her at my bidding flee, 

Tl entertain ye in my gate. 
Mean time it was the will of fate, 
A hooded friar (ane of that clan 

Ye have deſcriv'd by father Gawin, 
In Mafter-keys) came up; good faul ! 
Him Satan cleek'd up by the ſpaul, in 
Whip'd aff his hood, and without mair, 

Ga'e him a toſs up in the air, 


High flew the ſon of ſaint Loyola, A 
While ſtarted Juden gave a Hola! 

Bombaz'd with wonder ſtill he ſtood. Spake 
The ferlie had 'maiſt crudled his blood, Can't 
To ſee a monk mount like a facon, The | 
He 'gan to doubt if he was wakin ; Alake 
Thrice did he rub his &en to clear, Iv: 
And having maſter'd part o's fear, For 
His preſence be about us a“! Wait o 
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He cries, the like I never ſaw + 

«* See, ſee! he like a lavrock tours 
He'll reek the ſtarns in twa'r three hours 
* Is't poſſible to bring him back ?” 

For that, quoth Nick, I have a knack ; 

To train my Birds 1 want na Lures, 


And there's ane coming, bie gate, hither, 
Shall ſaon bring down the haly brither. 


This was a freſh young landwart Laſs, 
With cheeks like cherries, een like glaſs ; | 
Few coats ſhe wore, and they were kilted,. 
And / Fohn come kiſs me now ) ſhe lilted, 


Gawn to the bught to milk the ews; 
{er in his hand flee Belzie hint up, 
As eith as ye wad do a pint ftoup, 
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Inverted, wav'd her round his head: | 
U e whiſtled, and with ſpeed: 
Down, quick as ſhootin ſtarns, the prieſt 
Came ſouſe upon the laſs 's breaſt. 

The moral of this tale ſhews plainly, 
That carnal minds attempt but vainly 
Aboon this laigher warld to mount, 
While ſlaves to . 


— 
— 


The CLock and D1auLl. 


„ day a Chet wad brag a Dial, 
nd put his — to trial; 
Spake to him thus, 


hbour, a 
Can't tell me what's the time 221 
The Dial ſaid, I dinna ken, 
Alake ! what fland ye there for then? 
] wait here till the ſun ſhines bright, 
For nought I ken but by his light.” 
Wait on, quoth Clock, I ſcorn his help, 
Baith night and day my lane I. ſhelþ ; 
Wind up my weights but anes a-weeks, 
Without him I can gang and ſpeak : 
Nor like an uſeleſs anf J nds. 
But conflantly wheel round my : 
Hark, hark, I firike juft now ny gy 4 
And I am ri ieht, ane—twa—three—four.. 


While thus the Clock was boaſting loud;. 
The bleezing ſun brak through a cloud ; 
The Dial, faithfu' to his guide, 

Spake truth, and laid the thumper's pride: 
ve ſee | ſaid he, I've dung you fair, 

fis four hours and three quarters mair. 
My friend, he added, count again, 

And learn a wee to be leſs vain : : 
Ne'er brag of conſtant clavering cant, 
And that you anſwers never want; 


* 


For 
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« For you're not ay to be believ'd: 6 dar. 
© Wha truſts. to you may be deceiv d. T 
© Be counlſelF'd to behave like me; Whe 
For when F dinna clearly ſee, Hi 
I always own'I dinna ken, God 
And that's the way of wiſeſt men, | a. 
— — 7. 

The LovgLY Lass and the MIRROR.. a 


Nymph, with ilka beauty grac'd, 

Ae morning by her toilet plac'd, 
Where the leal-hearted Looking-glaſs 
With truths addreſt the lovely La; 
To do ye juſtice, heavenly fair, 

Amaiſt in charms ye may compare 
With Venus ſell, —but mind amaift: 
For tho! your happily poſſeſt 

Of ilka grace which claims reſpect, 
Yet I ſee faults ye ſhoud correct; 

I own they only trifles are, ö 
Vet of importance to the fair. 

What ſignifies that patch o'er braid, 
With which your roſy cheek's o'erlaid ! 
Your natural beauties you beguile, 
By that too much affected ſmile : 

Saften that look — move ay with eaſe, 

And you can never fail to pleaſe. 


Thoſe kind advices ſhe approv'd, 

And mair her monitor ſhe lov'd; 

»Till in came viſitants a threave ; 

To entertain them, ſhe maun leave | 
Her Looking-glaſi—They fleetching praiſe 
Her looks—her dreſs—and a' ſhe ſays, 
Be't right or wrang ; ſhe's hale com pleat, 
And fails in nothing fair or ſweet, 
Sae much was ſaid, the bonny Laſs ; 

. Forgat her faithfu' Loaking-glafe.. 
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Clarinda, this dear-beauty's You, 
The mirror is ane good and wiſe, 
Wha, by his counſels juſt, can ſhew 
How nobles may to greatneſs riſe. 
God bleſs the work: if you're oppreſt 
By paraſites with fauſe deſign, 
Then will fic faĩthfu' mirrors belt. 
— Theſe under plotters countermine. 
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—————— 


Jor1TER's Lottery, 


NES Jove, by ae great act of grace, 
Wad gratify his human race. 
And ordered Hermes, in his name, 
With tout of trumpet to proclaim 
A royal lott'ry frae the ſkies, 
Where ilka ticket was a prize. 
Nor was there need for Ten per Cent. 
To pay advance for money lent : 
Nor brokers nor ſtock-jobbers here 
Were thol'd to cheat fowk of their gear.. 
The firſt-rate benefits were, Health, 
Pleaſures, Honours, Empire and Wealth ; 
But happy he to whom wad fa' 
Vi/dom, the higheſt prize of ab: 
flates of attaining things the beſt, 
Made up the mailt feck of the reſt. 
Now ilka ticket fald with eaſe, - 
At altars for a ſacrifice ; . 
ve a' receiv'd, ky, gates and ews, 
Moor- cocks, lambs, dows or bawbee- rows; 
Nor wad debar e' en a poor droll, 
Wea nought cou'd gi'e but his parol. 
dae kind was he nae to exclude 
Poor wights for want of wealth or blood ; 
Even whiles the gods, as record tells, 
Sought ſeveral tickets for themſells. 


When 


Y — EO — — 
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* 
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The perſon bleſt,-Quoth Pallas, Me,— 


| Wha did his prize to Pallas ſend, 
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When fou and lots put in the wheel, 
Aft were they turn'd to mix them weel ; 
Blind chance to draw Fove order'd ſyne, 
That nane with reaſon might repine : 

He drew, and Mercury was clark, 

The number, prize, and name to mark, 
Now h2þes by millions faſt came forth, 

But ſeldom prizes of mair worth, 

Sic as dominion, wealth and ſtate, 

True friends, and lovers fortunate, 
Wiſdom, at laſt, the greateſt prize, 

Comes up: aloud clark Hermes crys— 
Number ten thouſand—come, let's ſee 


Then a' the gods for blythneſs ſang, 
Thro' heaven glad acclamations rang; 
While mankind grumbling laid the wyte 
On them, and ca'd the hale a byte. 

Ves! cry'd ilk ane with fobbing heart, 
Kind 7ove has play'd a parent's part, 


While we're ſneg'd off at the wob end. 


Soon to their clamours 7ove took tent, 


To puniſh which to wark he went; . 
He ſtraight with Follies filled the wheel, For 
In Wiſdom's place they did as weal 3 

For ilka ane wha Felly drew, And 
In their conceit, a' Sages grew: ve 

Sae thus contented, a' retired, | Ae day 

And ilka fool himſelf admir'd. Tis 

228 5 5 e | TT" Come, 

The PHOENIX and OWL. a 2 

pen 

P OENIX the firſt, th' Arabian lord, And 

And chief of all the feather'd kind, due 
A hund'red ages had ador'd U\ 
The ſun, with ſanctity of mind. rae 


Yet 


Yet 


Jet, mortal, he maun yield to fate, 
He heard the ſummons with a ſmile, 
And unalarm'd, without regret, 
He form'd himſelf a fun'ral pile. 


A Howlet, bird of mean degree, 
Poor, doſen'd, lame, and doited auld, 

Lay lurking in a neighb'ring tree, 
Curſing the ſun Ioot him be cauld, 


Said Phenix, brother, why fo griev'd, 
To ban the being gives thee breath ? 

Learn to die better than thou'ſt liv'd ; 
Believe me, there's nac ill in death 


Believe ye that? the Oui reply'd ; 
Preach as ye will, death is an ill; 
When young I ilka pleaſure try'd, 
But now I die againſt my will. 
For you, a ſpecies by yourſell, 
Near eeldins with the ſun your god, 
Nae ferly 'tis to hear you tell 
Ye're tired, and incline to nod, 


i: ſhould be ſae; for had I been 
As lang upon the warld as ye, 

Me tears ſhou'd e' er drap frae my een, 
For tinſel of my hollow tree, 


And what, returned th' Arabian ſage, 
Have ye t* obſerve ye have not ſeen? 
le day's the picture of an age, 

'Tis ay the ſame thing o'er again.” 


Come, let us baith together die : | 
Bow to the ſun that gave thee life; 

lepent thou frae his beams did flee, | 

And end thy poortith, pain and ſtrife, 


Thou wha in darkneſs took delight, 
Frae twangs of guilt coud'ſt ne'er be free : 
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What 
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What won thou by thy ſhunning light ?— = | 
But time flees on ;—1 haſte to die. vw. 
Ye'r ſervant, fir, reply'd the Owl, N Till i 
I likena in the dark to lowp : Whet 
"The byword ca's that chiel a fool, lis w 
That ſlips a certainty for hope. But ti 
Then ſtraight the zealous feather'd king, ay 
To's aromatic neſt retir'd, | C 2 

Collected ſun-beams with his wing, | _ 
And in a ſpicy flame expir d. = 
Mean time there blew a weſtlin gale, | Caron 
Which to the Howlet bore a coal; But a 
The faint departed on a pile, p Arriv', 
But the blaſphemer in his hole. | owl 
hich 


He died for ever fair and bright; 
The Phenix frae his aſhes ſprang. 
Thus wicked men ſink down to night, 


While juſt men join the glorious thrang. uy 
— ä — — ore: 
| The M1sE R and MIN o 8. . 
HO RT ſyne there was a wretched miſer, boug 
58 With pinching had ſcrap'd up a treaſure; oY 


Yet frae his hoords he doughtna take 
As much wou'd buy a mutto n-ſtake, 
Or take a glaſs to comfort nature, 

But ſcrimply fed on crumbs and water: 
In ſhort he famiſh'd, midſt his plenty, 
Which made ſurviving kindred canty, 
Wha ſcarcely for him put on black, 
And only in his loof a plack, 
Which even they grudg'd : ſic is the way 
Of them wha fa' upon the prey 
They'll ſcarce row up the wretch's feet, 
dae — they make his winding-ſheet, 
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Tho' he ſhould leave a vaſt eſtate, 
And heaps of gowd like Arthur's ſeat. 
Well down the ſtarving ghaiſt did ſink, 
Till it fell on the Stygian brink ; 
Where auln Van Charon ſtood and ranght 
His wither'd loof out for his fraught ; 
But them that wanted wherewitha', 
He dang them back to ſtand and blaw, 
The Miſer lang being uſed to fave, 
fand this, and wadna paſlage crave ; 
But ſhaw'd the Ferryman a knack, 
amp in ſwam o'er, and hain'd his plack. 
Caron might damn, and ſink and roar ; 
But a' in vain—he gain'd the ſhore, - 
Arriv'd—the three-pow'd dog of hell 
owl'd terrible a triple yell; 
Which rouz'd the ſnaky Siſters three, 
Wha furious on this wight did flee, 
Wha play'd the ſmuggler on their coaſt, 
Ir which Pluto his dues had loſt : 
Then brought him for this trick fo hainous 
itore the bench of juſtice Minos. 


The caſe was new, and very kittle, 
hich puzzl'd all the court na little; 
hought after thought with unco ſpeed 
ew round within the judge's head, 
o find what puniſhment was due 
or ſic a daring crime and new. 
Nou'd he the plague of Tantal feel, 
[ſtented be on Ixian's wheel, * 
ſtung wi” bauld Pramet hæus pain, 
help Syſiph to row his ſtave, 
ent amang the wicked rout, 
Lo fill the tub that ay rins out? 
9, no, continues Minas, no, 
eak are our puniſhments below, 
wr ic a crime he maun be hurl'd 
apht back again into the world. 
| 'D | 
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T ſentence him to ſee and hear 
W hat uſe his friends make of his gear, 


— —————_ —_ 
— * 
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The Ar and the LEeoryarD. 


HE Ape and Leopard, beaſts for ſhow, 
The firſt a wiz, the laſt a beau; 
To make a penny at a fair, 
Advertis'd a' their parts ſae rare. 
The tane gae out with meikle wind; 
His beauty boon the brutal kind; 
Said he, T'm kend baith far and near, 
Even kings are pleas'd when 1 appear : 
And when I yield my vital puff, 
Queens of my ſkin have a muff; 
My fur ſae delicate and fine, 
With various ſpots does ſleckly ſhine, 


Now lads and laſſes faſt did rin 
To ſee the beaſt with bonny {kin : 
His keeper ſhaw'd him round about; 
They ſaw him ſoonr and ſoon came ont. 


But maſter monkey with an air 
H apt out, and thus harangu'd the fair; 
_ gentlemen, and ladies bonny, 
I'll give ye paſtime for your money: 
can perform, to raiſe your wonder, 
Of pawky tricks mae than a hunder. 
My couſin Sþotty, true he's braw, 
He has a curious ſuit to ſhaw, - 
And naithing mair.— But frae my mind 
Ye ſhall blyth ſatisfaction find, 
Sometimes I'll a& a chiel that's dull, 
Look thoughtfu', grave, and wag my ſcull ; 
Then mimic a light-headed rake, IT 
Whea on a tough my houghs I ſhake : 
Sometime, like 1 monks I'll ſeem, 
To make a ſpeech and naithing mean. 


*. 
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But 


But come away, ye needna ſpeer 

What e to pay; Vie no be dear : 

And if ye grudge for want of ſport, 

II give it back t'ye at the port. y 
The Ape ſucceeded, in fowk went 

Stay'd long—and came out well content; 
dae much will wit and ſpirit pleaſe, 
Beyond our ſhape, and braweſt claiths, 
How mony, ah! of our fine gallants 

Are only Leopards in their talents ! 


—_— — 


The Ass and BROCK, 


U P ON a time a ſolemn 4 

Was dand'ring thro' a narrow paſs 
Where he foregather'd with a Brock, 

Wha him ſaluted frae a rock; | 


Speer'd how he did—how markets gade— 
* gat's a' ye'r newg—and how is tr ade 
How does Fock Stat and Lucky Lud. 

Tam Tup, and Bucky, honelt lad ? - 

Reply'd the A, and made a heel, 

ten a' the better that ye'er weal : 

but Zackanapes and ſnarling Fitty 5 
re grown fa wicked (ſome ca's't witty,) - 
That we wha ſolid are and grave, 

dae peace on our ain howms can have; 
While we are biſy gathering gear, 

pon a brae they'll ſit and ſneer. 

ane ſhou'd chance to breathe behin, 

Ur ha'e ſome {laver at his chin. 

r gainſt a tree ſhould rub his arſe, 

hat's ſubject for a winſome farce : 

here draw they me, as void of thinking, 
id you, my dear, famous for ſtinking ; 
ind the bauld birſy Bair your frien', 
\plutton dirty to the een; i 
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By laughing Dogs and Apes abus'd, 

Wha is't can thole to be ſae us'd ! 
Dear me! heh ! wow !—and ſay ye ſae— 

Return'd the Prock—T'm unko wae 

To fee this flood of wit break in: 

O ſcour about, and ca't a fin ; 

Stout are your lungs, your voice is loud, 

And ought will paſs upon the crowd. 


The 4/ thought this advice was right, 
And bang'd away with a' his might; 
Stood on a know amang the cattle, 
And furioully 'gainſt wit did rattle : 
Pour'd out a deluge of dull phraſes, 
While Dogs and Apes leugh and made faces. 
Thus a' the angry M/s held forth, 
Secv'd only to augment their mirth. 


— i 


Th Fox and Raw. 


HE Lion and the Tyger maintain'd 

A bloody weir; at laſt the Lion gain'd. 
The royal victor ſtrak the earth with aw, 
And the four-footed world obeyed his law : 
Frae ilka ſpecies deputies were ſent, 
To pay their homage due, and compliment 
Their ſov'reign liege, wha'd gart the rebels cour, 


And own his royal right, and princely power, Kot 
After diſpute, the monieſt votes agree, "DRY 
That Reynard ſhould addreſs his majeſty, 

Uly/ſes like, in name of a' the lave ; 

Wha thus went on—* O prince, allow thy ſlave | 
To rooſe thy brave atchievements and renow" Pe 
Nane but thy daring front ſnou'd wear the crov — ( 
* Wha art like Fove, whaſe thunderbowt can mak cre 
© The heavens be huſh, and a' the earth to ſhake 8 _ 
« Whaſe very gloom, if he but angry nods, a 


* Commands a peace, and flegs the inferior god: 
« Th 
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' Thus thou, great King, has by thy conqu' ring paw 


Gi'en eerth a ſhog, and made thy will a law: 
Thee a' the animals with fear adore, 

And tremble if thou with difpleaſure roar; 
Oer a' thou canſt us cith thy ſceptre ſway, 
As Badrans can with cheeping Kortant play. 


This ſentence vex'd the envoy Kor tan fair ; 


He threw his gab, and 159. but durſt nae mair, 


The monarch pleas d wi Lowry, , wha' durſt gloom ! 

A warrant's order'd for a round ſum, 

Which Dragon, lord-chief treaſurer muſt pay 

To ſly-rongu'd Pleechy on a certain day; 

Which ſecretary Abe in form wrote down, 

Sign'd Lion, and a wee beneath, Baboon. 

Tis given the Fox Now Bobtail tap o kin, 

Made rich at anes, is nor to had nor bin; 

He dreems of nought but pleaſure, joy and peace, 

Now bleſt with wealth, to purchaſe hens and geeſe: 

Yet in his loof he hadna tell'd the gowd, 

And yet the Rettan's breaſt with anger glow'd ; 

He vow'd revenge, and watch'd it night and day, 

He took the tid when Lowry was away. | 

and throu' a hole into his cloſet flips, 

There chaws the warrant a' in little nips. 

Thus what the Fox had for his flatt'ry gotten, ' 

Ev'n frae a Lian, was eur nought by an — 
Rettan. 


154 — 
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The rin HY and te ANT. - 


penſy Ant, right trig and cleat, 

Came ae day whidding o'er the green, 
Where, to advance her pride, ſhe faw, | 
A Caterpillar moving flow, 

Good een t'ye, miſtreſs Ant, ſaid he, 
How's a' at heame :— Im blyth to 8˙ od 


9 3 
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The ſaucy Ant view'd him with ſcorn, 
Nor wad civilities return; 

But gecking up her head, quoth ſhe, 
Poor animal, I pity thee, 

W ha ſcarce can claim to be a creature, 
But fome experiment of nature, 

Whaſe ſilly ſhape diſpleas'd her eye, 
And thus unfiniſh'd was flung by. 

For me, I'm made with better grace, 
With aCtive limbs, and lively face; 
And cleverly can move with eaſe 

Frae place to place where e'er 1 pleaſe 2 
Can foot a minuet or jig, | 
And ſnoov't like ony whirly-gig ; 
Which gars my jo aft grip my hand 
Till his heart pitty-patty's, and— — 
But laigh my qualities I bring, 

To ſtand up claſhing with a thing, 

A creeping thi the like of thee, 

Not worthy 435 a farewell t' ye. 

The airy Ant ſyne turn'd awa', 

And left him with a ow gaffa. 

The Caterpillar was ſtruck dumb, 

And never anſwer'd her a mum: 

The humble reptile fand ſome pain 
Thus ta be banter'd with diſdain. 


But tent neiſt time the Ant came by, 
The Worm was grown a Butterfly ; 
Tranſparent were his wings and fair, 
Which bare him flight'ring thro? the air. 
Upon a flower he ſtapt his Hight, 
And thinking on his former ſlight, 
Thus to the Ant himſelf addreſt, 
Pray, madam, will ye pleaſe to reſt ? 
And notice what I now adviſe, 
Inferiors ne'er too much deſpiſe : 
For fortune may gi'e ſic a turn, 

Jo raiſe aboon ye what ye {cora. 
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For inſtance, now, I ſpread my wing 
In air, while you're a creeping thing. 
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The tua CA rs andthe CHER SE. . 
WA Cats anes on a Cheeſe did light, 


To which baith had an equal right z, 


But diſputes, fic as aft ariſe, 

Fell out a ſharing of the prize. 

Fair play, ſaid ane, ye bite o'er thick, . 
Thae teeth of your's gang wonder quick : 
Let's part it, elſe lang or the moon | 
Be chang'd the kebuck will be done. 


But wha's to dot? They're parties baith, 


And ane may do the other ſkaith. 

Sae with conſent away they trudge, 
And lay the cheefe before a judge: 
A Monkey with a campſho face, 
Clerk to a juſtice of the peace; 
A judge he ſeem'd in juſtice ſxill'd, 
When he his maſter's chair had fill'd, 
Now umpire choſen for diviſion, 
Baith are to ſtand by his deciſion. 8 
Demure he looks, —— The Chee/e he pales 
He prives—it's good - ca's for the ſcales; 
His knife whops throw't. —in twa it fell; 
He puts ilk haff in either ſhell: _ 

Said he, we'll truly welgh the caſe, 

And ſtricteſt juſtice ſhall have place; 
Then lifting up the ſcales, he fand 

The tane bang up, the other ſtand : 

Syne out he took the heavieſt haff, 

And ate a knooſt o't quickly aff, 

And try'd it ſyne ;—it now prov'd light : 
Friend Cats, ſaid he, we'll do ye right. 
Then to the ither haff he fell, 

And laid till't teughly tooth and nail, 


. 
4 
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| Till weigh'd again it lighteſt 3 
| | The — wha! 22 proceſs lov d. 
| Still weigh'd the caſe, and {till ate on, 
| Till clients baith were weary grown; 
And tenting how the matter went, 
| Cry'd, Come, come, fir, we're baith content. 
| Ye fools, quoth he, and Fuſtice too, 5 
| Maun be content as well as you. 
[ Thus grumbled they, thus be went on, Ku 
[ Till baith the haves were near hand done: 
| Poor Poufies no the daffin ſaw, | | 
| Of gawn for nignyes to the law; 
And bill'd the judge, that he wad * 
To give them the —— 
To which his worſhip 
Die dues of court maun firſt be 1 | 
Now Juſtice pleas*d—what's to the fide: |" 
| Will but right ſcrimply clear your ſcore :: 1 
| That's our decreet ge heame and fleep,. 4 * 
| And hs CAD "ITE TT | 


Das 77. TE Ts SY — 
i The N on. 
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„ WA. travellers, as were 2 wa'king;. 
'Bout the * thy ell a taking. 
(Sic think, it ſhaws tlem'wettl'damen, 

1 To ſay I've Teen, and ought to ken ;) 

if Says ane, tis a ſtrange beaſt indeed, 
Pour / footed, with a fiſt's head, 
A little bowk, with a lang tall, 
And moves far awer than a ſnail ;. | 
Of colour, like a blawart blpe ;- 
Reply'd his nibour, That's nas, true; 
Us, For well I wat: his colour's green ; 3 | 
Wl |. If ane may traw. his ain tua cen ; 29 

1 For I in ſun-ſbine ſaw * fair, | | 

1 When he was: dining an the air.. 
Excuſe me, fays gel ther blade, 
1 faw him better in the 1 
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And he is blue. He's green Im ſure. — 
Ye lied. — And ye're the fon of a whore. — 
Frae words there had been cuff and kick, 
Had not a third come in the nick. 

Wha tenting them in this rough mood, 
Cry'd, Gentlemen, what ! are ye wood ? 
What's ye'r quarrel, and't may be ſpeer d: 
Troth, ſays the tane, fir, ye ſhall hear't : 
The Cameleon, I ſay, ha's blue ; 

He threaps he's green.—Now, what ſay you? 
Ne'er faſh ye'r ſells about the matter, 

Says the ſagacious arbitrator, | 

He's black. —Sae nane of ye are right, 

I view'd him well with candle-light ; 

And have it ia my pocket here, 

Row'n in my napkin hale and feer. 

Fy ! ſaid ae cangler, what dye mean ? 

Til lay my lugs on't, that he's green. 

Said th' ither were I gawn to death, 

i'd ſwear he's blue with my laſt breath. 
He's black, the judge maintain'd ay ſtout, 
And to convince them, whop'd him out- 

But to ſurprize of ane and a', ; 

The Animal was white as ſnaw, / 

And thus reprov'd them, Shallow boys, 
Away, away, make nae mair noiſe; _ 

* Ye're a' three wrang, and a' three right; 

* But learn to own your nibours ſight 

As good as yours,,—Your judgment ſpeak, 
gut never be ſae daftly weak 

T' imagine ithers will by force 

© Submit their ſentiments to yours; 
As things in various lights ye ſee, 
* They'll ilka ane reſemble me.” 


r 
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The twa LIZ ARK DS. 


ENEAT Ha tree, ae ſhiging-day, 
On a burn-bank twa Lizards lay. 


— HE 
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Beeking chemſells now in the beams, 
Then drinking of the cauller ſtreams. 
Waes me, ſays ane of them to th' ither, - 
How mean and ſilly live we, brither ? 
Beneath the moon is ought ſae poor! 
Regarded lefs, or mair 9 

We breathe indeed, and that's juſt a“; 
But, forc'd by deſtiny's hard law, | 
On earth like worms to creep and ſprawł: 
Curſt fate to ane that has a ſaul ! 

Fot by, gin we may trow report, 

In Nilus giant Lizards ſport, 

Ca'd Crocodites : ah ! had I been 

Of ſic a ſize upon the green, | 
Then might I had my ſkair of fame, 

Honour, reſpect, and a great name.; 

And Man with gaping jaws have ſhor'd, 
Syne like a pagod been ador'd., 

Ah, friend! replied the ither Lazard. 
What majes this grumbling in thy gizzard? 
What cauſe have ye to be unealy? 
Cannot the ſweets of freedom pleaſe ye? 
We free frac trouble; toil or care, | 
Enjoy the fun, the earth and air, 

The cryſtal fpring and-green-wood ſhaw, 
And beildy holes, when tempeſts blaw. 
Why ſhould we fret, look blae or wan, 

Tho' we're comtemn'd by paughty man? 
If fae, lets in return be wile, - 
And that proud animal deſpiſe. 


O fy ! returns th'ambitious beaſt, 
How weak a fire now warms thy breaſt ? 
It breaks my heart to live fae mean ; 

I'd like to attract the 's een, ä 
And be admir'd. What ſtately horns 
The Deer's majeſtic brow adorns ! 

He claims aur wonder and our dread, _ 
Whete cer he heaves his haughty head. What 
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What envy a' my ſpirit fires, . 
When he in deareſt pools admires 


His various beauties with delyte; © 


I'm like to drown myſelf with ſpite, _. - 
Thus he held forth.—when ſtraight a pack | 
Of Hounds, and Hunters at their bac 
Ran down a deer before their face, © 
Breathleſs and wearied with the chace. 

The dogs upon the victim ſeize, ' ] 
And beagles found his abſequies. © 
But neither Men nor Dag; took tent E 

Of our wee Lizards on the bent, 
While hungry Bawty, Buff, Tray, 
Devour'd the paunches of the prey. 


Soon as the bloody deed was paſt, 
The Lizard wiſe the proud addreſt ; 
Dear couſin, now pray let me hear 
How wad ye like to be a Deer ? 


Ohon ! quoth he, convinc'd and wae, 
Wha wad have thought it anes a-day ! 
Well, be a private life my fate, 
ll never envy mair the great: 83 : 
That we are Httle fowk, that's true; * 
But ſae's our cares and dangers too. 4. 


MERCURY in 220 of" Peace. 


HE gods cooſt out, as ſtory gaes, 
Some being friends, ſome being faes, 
To men in a beſieged city; x8 
Thus ſome frae ſpite, and ſome frae pit, 
Stood to their point with canker'd ſtriftneſs, 
And leftna ither in dogs likeneſs. 
Juno ca'd Venus whore and bawd, 
Y-nus ca'd Jung ſcauldip jad ; 
Len cripple Vulcan blew the low, 
Apollo ran to bend his bow ; 


— —_  _— 
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- Neptune his gripe 2 to wield. 


Dis ſhook his fork, Pallas her ſhield, 


What plague, cries Jupiter, hey hoy ! 
Maun this town prove anither Troy ? 
What, will you ever be at odds, 


*Till mankind think us fooliſh gods ? 
Hey ! miſtreſs Peace, make haſte—appear— 
But madam was nae there to hear, W 
Come, Hermes, wing thy heels and head, | SC 
And find her out with a' thy ſpeed ; BY k Ti 
Trowth, this is bonny wark indeed. - 
Hermes obeys, and ſtaptna ſhort, H: 
But flys directly to the Court ; Ae 
For ſure, thought he, ſhe will be found | An 
On that fair complimenting ground, | He 
Where praiſes and embraces ran An, 
Like current coin 'tween man and man. An. 


But ſoon, alake { he was beguil'd, 

And fand that courtiers only ſmil'd, 
And with a formal flatt'ry treat ye, 

That they mair ſickerly might cheat yes 
Peace was na there, nor e'er could dwell 
Where hidden envy makes a hell. 


Neiſt to the ha, where juſtice ſtands, 
With ſword and ballance in her hands, 
He flew—no that he thought to find her 
Between the accuſer and defender ; 

But ſure he thought to find the wench 
Amang the fowk that fill the bench; 

Sae muckle gravity and grace 
Appear'd in ilka judge's face: 

Even here he was deceiv'd again, 

For ilka judge ſtack to his ain 
Interpretation of the law, 

And vext themſells with Had and Draw. 


Frae thence he flew ſtraight to the Kirk : 
In this he prov'd as daft a ſtirk, 


To 


To look for peace, where — | 
In ev'ry point cou'd e'er agree; | 
Ane his ain gate explain'd a text 

Quite 5 to his neighbour next, 
And teughly toolied day and night 
To gar believes trow them right. . 


Well thought——the univerſity; 
Science is ane, theſe maun agree. 


There did he bend his ſtrides right clever, 
But is as far miſtane as ever: 
For here contention and ill-nature 
Had ruakled-ilka learn'd feature; 
Ae party ſtood for ancient rules, 
Anither cad the andetits' fools ; 
Here ane wad ſet his ſhanks aſpar; | k 


Then fair he ſigh'd—where can ſhe be? 2 


And rooſe the May fang Troy war, 
Anither ca's him:Robin Kar. 


Weal, ſhe's no here; — A way de lies | 
To ſeek her amangſt families. 
Tout, what ſhou'd me do Sen 
Dw alls ſne with matrimonial gw 358 
Where mates, ſome y, ſotne aer 
Contend with thriftleſs mates or Ankers? 
This ſays, tis black; und that wi" ſpite, 
Stilly maintains and threeps tis white. 


Weary'd at laſt; quoth he, let's ſee, 
tow branches with their fiel agree : 
but here he fand ill his miſtake; 
dome parents cruel were, ſome weak : 
White bairns ungratefu* did behave, 
And wiſh their parents in the grave. 


Has ove then ſent me amang thir ſowk, 
Cry'd Hermes, here to- hunt the-gowk ? 
Wea!, I have made a WMV rend, 
To ſeek what is not 0 found. 


Iuſt 
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Juſt on the wing—towards a burn 

A wee piece aff his looks did turn, 

There miſtreſs Peace he chanc'd to ſee, - 

| Sitting beneath a willow tree : 

| And have found ye at the laſt ? 

| He cry'd aloud, and held her faſt, 
Here I reſide, quoth ſhe, and ſmil'd, 
With an auld Hermit in this wild. 

. Well, madam, faid he, I perceive 

That ane may lang your preſence crave, 

And miſs ye ftill ;-—but this ſeems plain, 

To have ye, ane maun be alane, 


ee — — ͤ— — — 
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The SPRING and the SYKE, 
E D by a living Spring, a rill 

Flow'd eaſily adown a hill; 
A thouſand flowers upon its bank 
Flouriſh'd fu' fair, and grew tight rank: 
Near to its courſe a Syte did ly, 
Whilk was in ſimmer aften dry, 
And ne'er recover'd life again, 
But after ſoaking ſhowers of rain ; 
Then wad he ſwell, look big and ſpruſh, 
And o'er his margin proudly guſh. 
Ae day, after great wauts of weet, 
He with the cryſtal current met, 
And ran him down with unco? din; 
Said he, How poorly docs thou rin? 
Sac with what ſtate I daſh the brae, 
Whilſt thou canſt hardly make.thy way. 


The Spring, with a ſuperior air, 
Said, Sir, your brag gives me nae care; 
For ſoon's ye want your foreign aid, 
Your paughty cracks will ſoon be laid. 
Frae my ain head, I have ſupply, 
But you muſt borrow, elſe rin dry. 
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The DAFT BARGAIN. A Tale. 


T market anes, I watna how, 
Twa herds hetween them coft a cow : 

Driving her hame, the needfu' Hacky 
zut ceremony chanc'd to k a 
Quoth Rab, right ravingly to Raf, 
Gin ye'll eat that digeſted draff 
Of Crinamy, I ſhall quat my part.— 
A bargain be't, with a' my heart, 
Huf ſoon reply'd, and lick'd his thumb, 
To gorble't up without a gloom : 
Syne till't he fell, and ſeem'd right yap 
His mealtith quickly up to gawp ; 
Haff done, his heart began to ſcunner, 
But lootna on 'till Pab ſtrak under; 
Wha fearing ſkair of cow to tine, 
At his daft bargain did repine. 
Well, well, quoth Raf, tho' ye was raſh, 
I ſcorn to wrang ye, ſenſeleſs haſh ; 
Come, fa' to wark, as I hac done, 
And eat the ither haff as ſoon, f 
Ye's fave ye'r part, Content, quoth Rab— 
And ſlerg'd the reſt o't in his gab: 
Now what was tint, or what was won, 
ls eithly ſeen. —My ſtory's done. 
Yet frae this tale confed'rate ſtates may learn 
To fave the cow, and yet no eat her ſharn. 


—UD— — — — — — — 
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The tua Cu T-PurRsEes. A Tak. 


N borrows-town there was a fair, 
And mony_a londart coof was there, 
Baith lads and laſſes buſked brawly, 
To glowr at ilka bonny-waly, 
And lay out ony ora bodles 
On ſma' gimcracks that pleas'd their noddles ; 


E i Sic 
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Sic as a joctaleg, or ſheers, 


Confeckit ginger, plums or pears. 


Theſe gaping gowks twa rogues ſurvey, 


And on their cath this plot they Jay ; 


The tane, leis like a knave than fool, 


- Unbidden claim the high cockſtool, 


And pat his head and baith his hands 
Throw holes where the ill-doer ſtands, 

Now a' the crowd with mouth and een 
Cry'd out, What does this Aliat. mean? 

They glowr'd and leugh, and gather'd thick, 
And never thought upon a trick, 

Till he beneath had done his job, 

By tooming pontches ot the mob; 

Wha now poſſeſt of routh of gegr, 

Scour'd aff as lang's the coſt was clear. 

But wow! the ferly quickly chang'd, 
When throw their empty fobs they rang'd ; 
Some girn'd, and ſoine look'd blae wi' grief, 
While ſome cry'd out, Fy had the thief. 

But ne'er a theif or thief was there, 
Or cou'd be found in a' the fair, 
The jip wha ſtood aboon them a', 
His innocence began to ſhaw ; 

Said he, my friends, I'm very ſorry 
To hear your melancholy ſtory ; 

But ſure where cer your tinſel be, 
Ye canna lay the wyte on me. 


m 


RoBERT, RICHY, and SANDY : 4 Paſtoral 
Death of MaTTHEw PRIOR, Ep; 


R OBERT the good, by a the ſwains rever'd, 
| Wiſe are his words, like ſiller is his beard : 


Near ſaxty ſhining ſimmers he has ſeen 
Tenting his hirſle on the Moorland: green: 


an the 


Awal 
tow 
Like 
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Unſhaken yet with mony a winter's wind, 
Stout are his limbs, and youthfu' is his mind. 
But now he droops, ane wad be wae to ſee 
Him ſae caſt down; ye wadna trow tis he. 
By break of day he ſeeks the dowy glen, 
That he may ſcowth to a' his mourning len : 
Nane but the clinty craigs and ſcrogy briers 
Were witneſſes of a' his granes and tears; 
Howder'd wi' hills a cryſtal burnie ran, 
Where twa young ſhepherds fand the good auld man. 
Kind Richy Spec, a friend to a' diſtreſt, 
Aud Sandy, wha of ſhepherds ſings the beſt; 
With friendly looks they ſpeer d wherefore he 

mourn'd, | 


He rais'd his head, and ſighing thus return'd. 


14,9478 #4 5.7 
O Matt ! poor Matt /—My lads, e'en take a ſkair 
Ot a' my grief ;—ſweet-finging. Matt's nae mair. 
Ah heaven's ! did e'er this lyart head of mine 
Think to have {een the cauldrife mools on thine ! 


XK 7.0 = 

My heart miſga'e me, when I came this way, ' 
His dog its lane fat yowling on a brae ; 
I cry*d, N. i - poor Ringwod—fairy man; 
He vag d his tail, cour'd near, and lick'd my hand: 
| clap'd his head, which eas'd a wee his pain 
Fut ſoon's I gade away, he you'd again. 
Voor kindly beaſt, Ah, firs ! how fie ſhould be 
Mair tender-hearted mony a time than we ! | 


SA N D r. 

Laſt ouk I dream'd my tup that bears the bell, 
And paths the ſnaw, out o'er a high craig fell, 
And brak his leg. I ſtarted frae my bed, 
awak'd, and leugh.— An! now my dream it's red. 
lo dreigh's our cares, onr joys how ſoon away, 
Like ſan-blinks on a cloudy winter's day! 

a bBiq - of Flow 
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Flow-faſt, ye tears, ye have free leave for me; 
Dear ſweet-tongu'd Matt, thouſands ſhall greet 


for thee. 
nne | 
Thanks to my friends, for Ilka briny tear 
Ye ſhed for him: he'to us a' was dear: 
Sandy, I'm eas'd to ſee thee look ſae wan; 
Richy, thy ſighs beſpeak the kindly man. 


"%E 31. 6 ++ 
But twice the ſimmer's ſun has thaw'd the ſnaw, 

Since frae our heights Eddie was tane awa' : 

Faſt Matt has follow'd. Of ſic twa bereft, 

To {ſmooth our ſauls, alake ! wha have we left 
Waes me ! o'er ſhort a tack of fic is given, 
But wha may contradict the will of heaven? 

Yet mony a year he liv'd to hear the dale 

Sing o'er his ſangs, and tell his merry tale. 

Laſt year I had a ſtately tall aſh-tree, 

Braid were its branches, a ſweet ſhade to me ; 

I thought it might have flouriſh'd on the brae, 

(Tho' paſt its prime) yet twenty years or ſac : 
But ae rough night the blat'ring winds blew ſnell, 
Torn frae its roots, adown it foucehan fell : 
Twin'd of its nouriſhment, it lifeleſs lay, 
Mixing its wither'd leaves amang the clay. 

Sac flouriſh d Matt; but where's the tongue can tell 
How. fair he grew ? how much lamented fell? 


R 4. 

How ſnackly cot d he ge a foal reproof, | 
E'en wi” a canty tale he'd tell aff looff ? | 
How did he warning to the dofen'd ſing, | 
By auld Purganty and the Dutchman's ring ? | 
And Lale fer ladle ſhaws how aft ; 
Our greateſt wiſhes, are but vain and daft. 
The wad-be wits be bad them a' but pap . 


Their crazy heads into Tum Tinman's ſhap ; 


There 


greet 


naw, 


eft ! 


There 
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There wad they fee a ſquirrel wi' his bells 


Ay wreſtling up, yet riſing like themſells. 

Thouſands of things he wittily cau'd fay, 

With fancy ſtrang, and ſaul as clear as day; 

Smart were his tales; but where's the tongue can 
te 9 


How blyth he was? how much lamented fell. 
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And as he blythſome was, ſae was he wile, 
Our laird himſell wad aft take his advice. 
F'en cheek for chaw he'd ſeat him 'mang them a“, 
And tauk his mind bout kittle points of law. 
When clan Ned- yards, ye ken, wi' wicked feud, 
Had flkail'd of ours, but mair of his ain blood; 
When I, and mony mae that were right crouſe, 
Wad fain about his lugs have burnt his houſe 
Yet lady Anne, a woman meek and kind, 
A fae to weirs, and of a peacetu” mind: 
Since mony in the frag had got their dead, 
To make the peace, our friend was ſent wi' ſpeed. 
The very faes had for him juſt regard, 
Tho' fair he jib'd their formalt Gonging bard. 
Careful was Matt: but where's the tongue can tell 
How wiſe he was ? How much lamented fell ? 


| sS 4 NOD. 'Y 
Wha con'd, like him, in a ſhort ſang define 
The _—_ laſs, and her young lover's pine! 

I'll ne'er forget that ane he made on May, 
Wha brang the poor blate Symie to his . 
To gratify the paughty wench's pride, 

The filly ſhepherd bow'd, obey'd and dy'2. 

Sic conſtant laſſes as the Nizt-brown Maid, 


Shall never want juſt praiſes duly paid ; 


Sic claim'd his ſang, and ſtill it was his care 
With pleaſing words to guide and rule the fair. 
How {ſweet his voice, when beauty was in view, 
smooth ran his lines, ay grac'd wi' ſomething new; 
| Nae 
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Nae word ſtood wrang : but where's the tongu 


can tell 
How ſaft he ſung ? how much lamented fell? 


E 
And when he had a mind to be mair grave, 
A miniſter nae better cou'd behave ; 
Far out of ſight of ſic he aften flew, 
When he of haly wonders took a view. 
Well cou'd he praiſe the power that made us a', 
And bids us in return but tent his law; 
. Wha guides us when +vc're waking or aſleep, . 


With thonſaud times mair care than we our ſheep. 


While he of pleoſure, power and wiſdom ſang, 
My heart lap high, my lugs wi' pleaſure, rang: 

IT hheſe to repeat, braid-ſpoken I wad ſpal, 
Altho' I ſhou'd employ my utmoſt full, 

He towr'd aboon : but ah! what tongue can tell 
How high he flew ? how much lamented fell? 


XR 0-8.F XRF. 
My benniſon, dear lads, light on ye baith, 


| Wha hae ſae true a feeling of our ſkaittr : 


O Sandy, draw his likeneis in ſmooth verſe, 
As weal ye can ;—then ſhepherds ſhall rehearſe 
His merit, while the ſun mets out the day, 
While ews ſhall bleet, and little lambkins mae. 


Pve been a fauter, now three days are | 
While I for grief have hardly broke my faſt 
Come to my ſheil, there let's forget our care, 
diana want a rowth of country fare, | 
Sic as it is, ye're welcome to a ſRair. 

Beſides, my lads, I have a browſt of tip, 

As good as ever wuiſh a ſhepherd's lip ; 

We'll take a ſcour o't to put aff our pain, 

For a' our tears and ſighs are but in vain : 

Come, help me up- yon ſooty cloud ſhores rain. 
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HARVEST; or the BASHFUL SHEPHERD. 
A Paſtoral. In the Cumberland Dial. By J. Ralph, 


W welcome rain the weary reapers drove 
Beneath theſhelter of a neighbouring grove; 
R:bin a love-ſick ſwain „ e behind, 

ing ſhowers to mind 
A diſtant ſolitary ſhade he fought, 
And thus diſclos'd the troubles of his thonght. 


Ay, ay, thur drops may cuil my out- ſide heat; 
Thur callar blaſts may wear the bailen ſweat = 
But my het bluid, my heart aw in a brieil, 

Nor callar blaſts can wear, nor drops can cuil. 

Here, here, it was (a wae _— on the pleace) 
At firſt I gat a gliff o' Betty's feace : 

Blyth on this trod the ſmurker trip'd and thees 
At the deail-head unluckily we ſhear : 

Heedleſs I glim'd, nor cou'd my een command. 
Till gaſa the fickle went into my hand: 

Down hell'd the bluid ; the ſhearers aw braſt out 
In ſweils of laughter; Betty lyik'd about; 
Reed grew my fingers, reeder far my feace: 
What cou'd I de in ſeck a diſpert keaſe ? 

Away I ſleeng'd, to Grandy meade my. mean, 
My Grandy (God be wud her, now ſhe's geane); 
Skilfu' the guſhen bluid wi' cockwebs ſtaid ; 
Then on the fair an healen plaiſter laid; 

The healen plaiſter eas'd the painful fair, 
The arr indeed remains, but nae thing mair. 


Not ſae that other wound, that inward ſwart, 
My Grandy cou'd not cure a bleedin heart; 
I've bworn the bitter torment three lang year, 
And aw my life-time mun be fworc'd to bear, 
Leſs Betty will a kind phyſician pruive; 
For nin but ſhe has {kill to medcin luive. 

But how ſhou'd honeſt Betty give relief ? 
Betty's a perfet ſirapger to my grief: 2 


— — 


A ſpringin bluſh ſpred faſt owr aither cheek, 
Down Robin luik'd and deuce a word cou'd ſpeak 


- CanI forget that night (I never can) 


The laſſes drew their line wi' buſy ſpeed ; 


| To me it meade—the lads began to glonp— 


Still fair it bides like bluid of ſackleſs man. 
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Oft I've reſolved my ailment to ex plain; 


Oft I've reſolved indeed but all in vain : 


When on the clean ſweept hearth the ſpinnels ran. 


The lads as buſy minded every thread, 
When, fad! the line ſae ſlender Betty drew, 
Snap went the thread and down the ſpinnel flew: 


What cou'd I de! I mud, mud take it up; 
I tuik it up and (what gangs pleaguy hard) 
Een reached it back, without the {ſweet reward. 


O laſtin ſtain ! even yet it's eith to treace 
A guilty conſcience in my bluſhen feace : 
I fain wou'd waſh it out but never can ; 


Nought ſae was Wully baſhfu'—IPully ſpy'd 
A pair of ſciſſars at the laſs's fide; * 
Thar'lowſed, he ſleely drop'd the ſpinnel down— 
And what ſaid Betty ?—Betty ſtruive to frown ; 
Up flew her hand to ſouſe the cowren lad, 
But ah, I thought it fell not down owr ſad: 
What follow'd I think mickle to repeat, 
My teeth aw' watter'd'then, and watter yet. 


Een weal is he at ever he was bworn ! 
He's free frae aw this bitterment and ſcworn : 
What maun I ſtill be faſh'd wi' ftraglen-ſheep, 
Wi' far-fetched ſighs, and things I ſaid a- ſleep; 
Still ſhamefully left ſnafflen by my ſell 
Ang ftill ſtill dog'd wi' the damn'd neame o' mell? 


Whare's now the pith (this luive! the duice ga'wi't) 
The pith I ſhow'd when e'er we ſtruive, to beat; 
When a lang lownin through the cworn I meade, 
Aud buſtlin far behind the leave ſurvey'd. A 
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Dear heart! that pith'is gaue and. comes nae maic 

Till Betty's kindneſs ſall the loſe repair ; Tl 
And ſhe's not like (bow ſud the?) to be kind, 4 
Till I have freely ſpoken out my mind, 

Till L.have learn'd to feace the maiden clean, 

Oiled my flow tongne, and edged my ſheepiſh een. 


Abuik theer is buik—theneatne—ſtem faw't: 70 


Something o compliments I think they caw't : 
At makes a clowniſh lad a clever ſpark, 

O hed I this ! this buik wa'd de my wark ; 

And I'm reſolved to hav'et what e er it coſt : 

My flute for what's my flvte if Betty's loſt? | 

And if ſae bonny a laſs but be my bride, 

I need not any comfort lait beſide.” 


Farewell my flute then yet or bark fair; 
When to the ſtationers I'l-ſtright repair. 
And bauldly for thur compliments euquear; 


Care Ja fardin, let the ꝓrentice jeer. 


That duine—a handſome letter I'll indite, 
Handſome as e'er a country lad did write; | 
A letter at ſall tell her aw' I feel, | 1 
And aw my wants without a bluſh reveal. 1 


But now the clouds brek off and Gneways rug 
Out frae his ſhelter lively luiks the ſun, 
Erave hearty blaſts the droopin barley dry, 
The lads are gawn to ſhear—and * 
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